Kobs & Draft 633 Third Avenue New York, NY 10017 


-i 


C®jpy 



Client: Philip Morris — Parliament Lights Date: 5/5/95 
Project: Romance '95 Mailing #5 Rev. No.: 

Tob No.: __ 

Chapter V 

PREVIOUSLY IN OUR STORY... 


Claire had decided to break from her old life and track down Philippe, a 
mysterious man with whom she had enjoyed an on-again, off-again romance. 
She had followed her overwhelming urge to be with him after being 
enthralled by his photographic exhibition, "The Perfect Recess." They spent 
three beautiful days together when a phone call from a strange woman 
shattered their bliss. Philippe's secrecy over the call caused Claire to assume 
the worst: Philippe was a married man. She disappeared for a day, trying to 
decide what to do next. When the shock had worn off, she returned to her 
-hotel room, only to find Philippe asleep on her bed. Next to him was a half- 
. finished note begging her forgiveness and his favorite photograph of her. 
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V. Kindred Spirits 



Philippe's arm was thrown over a photograph of Claire. Claire 
watched as his chest rose and fell as he slept peacefully. She had to stop 
herself from running her fingers through his tousled hair and kissing those 
delectable lips like she used to. But that was all back in the time before he 
broke her heart. And yet, looking at him sleeping like a child, her resolve 
wavered... No. She just had to leave. Judging by the mystery woman on the 
phone, he had ties elsewhere. And Claire couldn't live w T ith that feeling of 
uncertainty. 

Silently, she started throwing clothes in her suitcase. Philippe stirred, 
she froze. Should she run again? But it was too late, Philippe was awake. 
"What are you doing? You can't leave me! Let me explain!" he cried, 
leaping off the bed. He pulled her suitcase from her grip and held her hands 
"That woman, she means nothing to me!" 
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"Is that how you describe me to the other women in your life? Let me 
go!" Claire exclaimed, pushing past him. Defeated, he stood in the middle of 
the room and pleaded, "If you ever loved me, just let me explain." Claire 
stopped in Jier tracks. Of course she loved him. When they kissed, she felt it 
in every afom of her being. 
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Source: https://www.industrydocuments.ucsf.edu/docs/hzyn0004 
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She accepted his invitation for espresso and they moved to the terrace. 
Philippe toyed with his cup nervously, took a deep breath and started talking. 
He explains that the woman she had inadvertently heard was an ex¬ 
girlfriend. She had wanted to get engaged, but he didn't feel he could settle 
down. As a freelance photographer, his was a life of travel. He had to go 
where the pictures were, and she wasn't the sort to just pick up and come 
with him. 

Then he met Claire, and recognized in her a similar desire to be free 
from other people's expectations. Claire had given him the strength to tell 
his girlfriend what he had known for a very long time, that he couldn't be 
what she wanted. Despite pleading phone calls from her, Philippe had to be 
true to his heart. 



He tells Claire that her passion for life inspires him, and he absolutely, 
positively loves her. "Will you come with me and be my neverending 




Source: https://www.industrydocuments.ucsf.edu/docs/hzyn0004 
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